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EVERYTHING l'VE DONE IS A STATEMENT
ON THE, AS THEY SAY, HUMAN CONDITION .. . THE WAY OTHER PEOPLE MARCH
TO WASHINGTON, OR SET THEMSELVES
ON FIRE, OR WRITE PROTEST LETTERS, OR
GO TO ASSASSINATE SOMEONE. WELL,
l'VE HAD ALL THE SAME FEELINGS THAT
THESE PEOPLE HAVE HAD ABOUT VARIOUS THINGS, AND MY WAY OUT, BECAUSE
OF MY INABILITY TO DO ANYTHING ELSE
FOR VARIOUS REASONS, HAS BEEN TO
MAKE THE PROTEST THROUGH MY ARTWORK ...
-HANNELORE BARON
German-born American artist
and Holocaust survivor
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Ballast Quarterly Review Volume 19 Number 3
Spring 2004. Copyright © 2004 by Roy R.
Behrens, editor, publisher and art director. ISSN
1093-5789. E-mail <ballast@netins.net>.
T . S. ELIOT
I grow old .. .
I grow old .. .
I wear the bottoms
of my trousers
rolled.

UMBERTO
ECO
I wou Id define the
poetic effect as the
capacity that a text
displays for continuing to generate
different readings,
without ever
being completely
consumed.

NORMAN
DOUGLAS
Bouillabaisse is only
good because [it is]
cooked by the
French, who, if they
cared to try, could
produce an excellent
and nutritious substitute out of cigar
stumps and empty
matchboxes.

EDGAR
JEPSON
I know nothing
about Platonic love
except that it is not
to be found in the
works of
Plato.

Ballast is an acronym for Books Art Language
Logic Ambigu ity Science and Teaching, as well
as a distant allusion to Blast, the short-lived
publication founded during World War I by
Wyndham Lewis, the Vorticist artist and writer.
Ballast is mainly a pastiche of astonishing passages from books, magazines, diaries and other
writings. Put differently, it is a journal devoted
to wit, the contents of which are intended to be
insightful , amusing or thought provoking .
The purposes of Ballast are educational, apolitical and noncommercial. It does not carry
advertisements, nor is it supposed to be purchased or sold . It is published approximately
every three months, beginning in the fall (more
or less) and ending in the summer.
To subscribe to Ballast or to order a gift subscription, simply send in a mailing address and
five first class U.S. postage stamps for each sin gle issue desired. In other words, to receive Ballast for one year (four issues), we ask that each
reader contribute a total of twenty genu ine
unused postage stamps. Do not send postage
meter slips, nor do we accept orders by phone
or e-mail. When subscribing, self-adhesive
stamps are preferred . Short of that, send goodlooking, antique or unusual stamps. In general
we do not accept requests from outside the U.S.

EMILY DICKINSON
I heard a Fly buzz-when I died .
With Blue- uncertain stumbling Buzz
Between the light-and me
And then the Windows failed - and then
I could not see to see.
CHARLES DICKENS
Mrs. Crupp had indignantly assured him that
there wasn 't room to swing a cat there; but,
as Mr. Dick justly observed to me, sitting
down on the foot of the bed , nursing his leg ,
"You know, Trotwood, I don 't want to swing a
cat. I never do swing a cat. Therefore, what
does that signify to me! "
JOHN DEWEY
In short, the activity of intelligence consists
in identifying the apparently unlike, and in
discri minating the apparently like.
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VIRGINIA WOOLF
I am embalmed in a book of Henry James;
the American Scene: like a fly in amber. I
don 't expect to get out; but it is very quiet
and luminous.

ON ONE occasion, at a table d'h6te on the
Continent where he [American novelist Henry
James] found himself in the center of a long
table, he felt very ill at ease until he had fortified himself with a bottle of claret. Aher a
glass his spirits revived and he was just getting into his stride with he lady on ~is right
and waving his hands about, as was his habit
while talking, when to his horror he knocked
over his bottle of wine which cascaded into
the lady's lap. She was, however, most comforting and he ordered a second bottle. Gradually confidence returned and gesticulation
sprang into abnormal activity. Suddenly a
lady on the opposite side of the table, who
had been practicing her English on her
neighbors, was heard to exclaim in a loud
voice, "Luke, luke, 'e 'ave done it again!" And
sure enough the same lady received a second
deluge of claret. This was too much for
James, who immed iately returned to his room
, and left.the hotel early next morning.

c.c .

H O Y E R M I L L A R George du Mourier and

Others (London: Cassell, 1937).

•

J . B . S. HALDANE
[British scientist, when asked what might
reasonably be concluded about the Almighty
from looking at nature] That the Creator has an
inordinate fondness for beetles.
BR I AN JAMES
The book of my enemy has been rema indered
And I am pleased .

RUDOLF
ARNHEIM
Nothing is more
humbling than to
look with a strong
magnifying glass at
an insect so tiny that
the naked eye sees
only the barest speck
and to discover that
nevertheless it is
sculpted and articu lated and striped with
the same care and
imagination as a •
zebra. Apparently it
does not matter to
nature whether or not
1 a creature is within
our range of vision,
and the suspicion
arises that even the
zebra was not
designed for our
benefit.

'

ANN
JELLICOE
That white horse
you see in the park
could be a zebra
synchronized with
the rail ings.
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P. G.
WODEHOUSE
My son Rollo is
exceedingly good at
golf. He scores 120
every time, while
Mr. Burns who is
supposed to be one
of the best players
in the club, seldom
manages to reach
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AN UNCLE of mine ... once in the middle of
Regent Street, crossing amongst the traffic,
met [Henry] Jame~ Whilst they were standing there he learnt that my uncle had just ,
returned from India . This struck him greatly,
since he himself had just returned from what
was to prove' his last visit to America.lf1e
started to elaborate on the theme of the
impression on an Englishman just returned
from India made by an American living for
many years in England who had just returned
to England from a visit to his native land . It
was imposs.ible for many minutes to extricate
him from the traffic.

80.
ST E P H E N S P E N D E R The Destructive Element
(London: Jonathan Cape, 1935).

ARTEMUS
WARD
The pretty girls in
Utah mostly marry
Young.

A READER of New Scientist... bought a pair of silk
knickers, enclosed with which she found the
seemingly uninterpretable instructions, ''To
maintain the fine texture we recommend washing the silk on the left side." Another reader clarified the meaning. The knickers were made in
Switzerland, where the German word links, as
well as meaning "left" also means "inside out."
C H R I S M C M A N U S Right Hand, Left Hand
(Cambridge MA: Harvard University Press, 2002).

I SEE the President [Abraham Lincoln] almost every day, as I happen to live
where he passes to or from his lodgings out of town. He never sleeps at the
White House during the hot season, but has quarters at...the Soldiers'
Home, a United States military establishment. I saw him this morning [in
1863] ...He always has a ~ompany of twenty-five or thirty cavalry, with
sabres drawn, and held upright over their shoulders ...Mr. Lincoln, on the
saddle, generally rides a good-sized easy-going gray horse, is dress'd in
plain black, somewhat rusty and dusty; Vo/ears a black stiff hat, and looks
about as ordinary in attire, &c., as the commonest man. A Lieutenant, with
yellow stripes, rides at his left, and following behind, two by two, come the
cavalry men in their yellow-striped jackets. They are generally going at a
slow trot, as that is the pace set them by the One they wait upon. The
sabres and accoutrements clank ...! see very plainly Abraham Lincoln's dark
brown face, with the deep cut lines, the eyes, &c., always to me with a deep
latent sadness in the expression. We have got so that we always exchange
'
_bows and very cordial ones.

.

~

WALT W H IT MAN Memoranda During the ~ar (Camden NJ : Self-published, 1875-76) .

...

WENT WITH Katy and Mims to a German place
in Philadelphia [in 1936]. Danced. It was hot
and I took off my coat. They saw my brown shirt
and cheered. They thought me a Nazi.
SH ER WOOD AN DER SON in H.H. Campbell, ed ., The Sherwood Anderson Diaries, I 936194 I . (Athens GA: University of Georg ia Press,
1987).
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WILLIAM BLAKE
The god of war is drunk with blood,
The earth doth faint and fail;
Th'e stench of blood makes sick the heav'ns;
Ghosts glut the throat of hell!

ONCE AT the age of twelve, she [his mother] took
me to spend the day at the London Zoological
Gardens. In the afternoon as we were walking
side by side along a gravelled path in a solitary
part of the Gardens, she stood still, and soon I
heard a very audible stream falling into the
ground. When she moved on I instinctively
glanced behind at the pool on the path, and my
mother, having evidently watched my movements,
remarked shyly: "I did not mean you to see that."
H AV E LO C K E L L I S My Life (Boston MA:
Houghton Mifflin, 1939).

SOMEBODY WRITING about Garrison Keillor's essays: "...they are a throwback to a time when America was genuinely innocent."
When was that? Everyone confidently refers to a time when this country
still had its cherry. The time when America was innocent ii always twenty
to fifty years ago. Lately it's mostly before 1945-before victory, before
Hiroshima. But sometimes it's b~fore Kennedy was killed, before Chicago in
1968, before Watergate. I'm old enough to rem" mber people saying that it
was before the Depression, before prohibition, before the Great War. Ther11
are always fine reasons, always fatuous. Reading history when I was a kid, I
thought variously that it was before the Spanish war, before the guilded
• age, before Grant and Reconstruction, before the Civil War, before the Fugitive Slave Law, before the Mexican War...
But go read Henry Adams about Jefferson's lies and Madison's chi- •
canery. What innocence? We imported black captives, Yankee s~ips, and
Virginian customers, through the horror of the middle passage to work and
die raising tobacco; then we turned Virginia and Maryland into breeding
farms exporting forty thousand black slaves every year to work in the deep
south. Some Eden. No nation was ever innocent.
When we think that our country was innocent in the past, we are thinking of latency when we were five years old. As ever, the personal is laundered into the historical.
DON AL D HALL in Dan iel Halpern, ed ., Our Private Lives, Journals, Notebooks and Diaries (New York NY: Vintage Books, 1990).
•
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CYRIL
CONNOLLY
Boys do not grow up
gradually. They
, move forward in
spurts like the hands
of clocks in r9ilway
stations.
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JUST NOW [in 1939] Surrealism is very much
the fad . I remember how [SaJvador] Dali, hanging on to a fur-lined bathrobe, lej:Jt or fell
throiigh Bonwit Teller's [a prestigious New York
department store] window. The result was that
his exhibition was crowded for weeks, and for
the first time he sold all his pictures. Eight or
nine out of every ten persons in that crowd surely thought that Bonwit Teller performance very
c~eap and false. But six or seven out of ten
would not have come the exhibition at all if
there had been no performance. We hate cheap
publicity-we also hate alarm clocks, but they
wake us up.
G L E N WAY W E SCOTT in Robert Phelps and
Jerry Rosco, eds., Continual Lessons: The Journals of
Clenway Wescott, 1937- 1955. (New York NY: Farrar
Straus and Giroux, 1991 ).

I WAS once strolling on a walk beside the iron fence of a large orphanage.
On the other side of the fence a group of four- and five-year old boys ran
parallel with my progress, firing imaginary guns at me. Bang, bang, bang: I
was murdered a hundred times. After a time they fell silent, but continued
running to keep up with me. Finally, one of them put his hand on the
netting and said urgently: "Mister! Mister!" I stopped. Very gravely the boy
asked: "Are you happy?" The connection was deep, was subterranean.
Perhaps the happy do not kill.
THORNTON WILDE R in Donald Gallup, ed ., The Journals of Thornton
Wilder, 1939-1961 . (New Haven CT: Yale University Press, 1985).

.

HILAIRE
BELLOC
Like many of the
Upper Class
He liked the Sound
of Broken Glass.

ERM A
BOMB ECK
If God had meant us
to walk around
naked , he would
never have invented
the wicker chair.

MY gf,D was sick a lot after he came back from
World War II. I remember him screaming in the
middle bf the night because of the nightmares.
The whole house would shake.
We would sit and listen to him ta kin his
sleep about those terrible war events: his best
friend getting blown up in front of him; fights. It
was very dramatic. We woulcf sit around and
Mom would write all the dreams down. I realized
then my fath~r was damaged; I realized what
the war had done to him. It was an insight into
why my father was the way he was. It changed
my relationship with him.
LYN LE AR in Remarr Sutton and Mary Abbott
Waite, eds, The Common Ground Book (Latham NY:
British American Publ ishing , 1992).

RUDOLF
ARNHEIM
One does not grow
or age gradually.
Rather, one stays in
an age-group fo·r
some time and then
shifts to the next,
often quite
suddenly.

TOM
GRIFFIN
My uncle had a
rabbit's foot for
thirty years. His
other foot was
quite normal.
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THOMAS MERTON
The peculiar grace of a Shaker chair is due
to the fact that it was made by someone
capable of believing that an angel might
come and sit on it .

•

POOR OLD Godkin had had a stroke. At breakfast H.J. (Henry James] made
some ordinary remark-"Pass me the butter." perhaps. Godkin thought it a
joke and laughed aloud. H.J. at first was puzzled; then (and it was one of
the nicest things I ever saw) began to smile as if hesitating to laugh at his
own wit, and finally joined in Godkin's hearty laugh. It made a great
imR(ession on me.
H E N RY D W I G H T S E D G W I C K in Simon Nowell-Smith, comp., The Legend of the Master (London : Constable and Company, 1947).

•

SOME YEARS ago, we are told, one of my grandfathers had a full-scale portrait painted of him
standing in his kilt on the hill at Bonskeid, a former family residence and quite a house. The portrait was hung above the landing at Bonskeid as
soon as it was completed, but some of the ladies
of the day adjudged the kilt too short. So they
recalled the artist and had him paint an extra
inch on the bottom of the kilt while the painting
hung on the wall.
A LAST A I R BA R B O U R in Remarr Sutton
and Mary Abbott Waite, eds, The Common Ground
Boak (Latham NY: British American Publishing,
1992).

HORACE 'WYN DAM
Listen to me, Your Lordship. You have broken
my business, you have ruined my home, you
have sent my son toJJrison and my wife to a
dishonored grave and you have seduced my
only daughter. But have a care, Lord FitzWallop, I am a man of quick temper. Do not try
me too far.

RON
CARLSON
They discovered that
the elevator in their
delapidated building
acted as a bellows
for the air condition ing, so they sent the
child [for] an hour
every afternoon to
ride up and down.
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ASHLEY COOPER
The more modern and streamlined that aircraft become, the closer they resemble those
paper airplane we made at school.

PATRICIA
HAMP L

[Writer's Journal]
At night, she [a
friend, Diana]
appeared, reincarnated in a brief
slither of a black
dress and spike
heels, her washed
hair swinging free to
her shoulders like
poured honey ... Her
great breasts swung
free above the sheer

II

fall of her leggy
he ight. Cecil had a
habit of addressing
himself directly to
her chest. " I say,
Diana ," he would
begin, transfixed by
t he double oracle
veiled by her T-shirt,
"when are you thinking we might stop
for a bite?"

KEVIN
DILLON
I told the priest
in the confessional
that I had commit·
ted plagarism and
he asked me if I was
alone or with somebody else .

•

American Type Design and Des igners by
David Consuegra . Allworth Press, New York, NY,
U.S.A., 2004. 320 pp., illus. Paper. ISBN: 1-58115·
320-1. Reviewed by Roy R. Behrens.

THERE IS the danger that one might mistakenly
think that this book is another impenetrable manual
about minute technical aspects of typeface design.
' But in fact it makes wonderful reading, largely
because, as its author explains, "It is essentially a
book about people, an account of a great deal of
work done silently by those who did research on the
mechanics of type making, on the development of
type as an important medium for communication ,
and on type as form, so important in graphic
design ." Put differently, it's a resource one might
easily use in a variety of ways, at differing levels. On
the one hand, it could be a reference for practicing
designers, as an annotated type specimen book, in
the sense that it features the alphabets from more
than 330 typefaces. Yet, it doesn't simply reproduce
those typefaces, but goes on to provide in some
detail the historical context of each, with the result
that we can understand when and why a particular
typetace was invented, its stylistic antecedents, and
the distinctive visual attributes that clearly or subtly
distinguish it from other examples. The book's cen- ,
tral section is organized alphabetically by the
names of sixty type designers, all of whom were
U.S.-based . Each is represented by at least one of
his or her typefaces, while a prolific 19th-century
wood type designer named William H. Page is represented by twenty,six. Each of these album-like s~ctions begins with an interesting essay on the life,
beliefs, and achievements of that particular designer. Other, features also contribute substantially to its
usefulness as a college-level textbook on the history
of typography and type design . In particular, there
is a fascinating 23-page "Chronology of Type-Relat·
ed Events," a "Comparative American / European
Type Chronology• (from 1620 through 2002), and
one -page narrative histories of nine important
American type foundries. Last but not least, the'
book includes an extensive glossary, as nearly any
textbook would. The difference is that this 30-page
glossary is so thoroughly researched, and is written
with such thoughtfulne.ss that, in and of itself, it
-could easily serve as a separate book.>.-

PETER
ACKROYD
One friend remarked
that T.S. Eliot's
clothes were Engl ish,
his underclothes
American.
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STEVEN WRIGHT
I had some eyeglasses. I was walking down
the street when suddenly the prescription ran
out.

'

•

\Jim : Method and Design: Ulm School of Design 1953-1968 by Ulmer
Museum / HfG-Archive, with essays by Gui Bonsiepe, et al. Hatje Cantz Publishers, Ostfildern-Ruit, Germany, 2003. 208 pp., 259 illus. Paper. ISBN : 3-77579142-6. Reviewed by Roy R Behrens.

THE HOCHSCHULE fur Gestaltung (German for College of Design, commonly
shortened in this case to HfG) was founded in Ulm, Germany, in 1953, so t9e
publication of this book (as well as an exhibition at Ulm) was one way of marking its fiftieth year. Its founding was spearheaded by a German woman named
Inge Scholl as a posthumous tribute to her martyred brother and sister, who were
executed by the Nazis in 1943 for their role in the German resistance. The school
is also sometimes called the Ulm Bauhaus, because she and its founding director, Swiss designer Max Bill (who had been a student at the Dessau Bauhaus),
considered it the ' true continuation' of the original Bauhaus, which had been
closed by the Nazis in 1933. While the HfG lasted only fifteen years, it was in
ways a great success, sufficient proof of which is found in our own homes. For
example, nearly all of us own household appliances (coffeemakers, electric
razors, kitchen machines( that were designed or influenced by Braun, an industri al firm that began in Frankfurt. Among its chief designers were Otl Aicher (who
later married Inge Scholl), Hans Gugelot, and Dieter Rams, all of whom were
affiliated with the HfG. The school was a ,failure in other respects, largely
because of the conflicts among its faculty. Best-known was the unending battle
about Max Bill 's assumption (as reflected in his curriculum) that art and design
are intrinsically linked (a concept objected to by some colleagues who believed
that design should be based on scientific principles), and his insistence that the
school should be a Bauhaus successor. Over time, he was opposed by influential
members of the faculty, among them the Argentine design theorist Tomas Maldonado, who became the school's second director in 1964 (eight years after Bill
resigned). This book is an interesting, valuable mix of photographic snapshots,
reproductions of student work, examples of work by alumni, and seventeen interesting articles on such subjects as what it was like to have been there, and the
impact of the Ulm Bauhaus on the curricula at other design schools.~

ALBERJ EINSTEIN
The telegraph is a kind of very long cat. You
pull his tail in New York and his head is mewing in Los Angeles. Radio operates in exactly
the same way, except that there is no cat.
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REGINALD
GIBBONS
On the plane, a
vegetarian eating
his special lunch,
reading a potboiler
about Nazis.

HERBERT
RE AD
Try as I would [as a
child] I could not
learn how to milk.
To manipulate the
teats so as to secure
a swift and easy
flow of milk
demands a particular skill; I never
acquired it, though
my brothers,
younger than I, ~
seemed to find no
difficulty. This was
my first humiliation
in the practical
affairs of life; another hich I might
mention is an inability to make the kukkuk noise between
the tongue and the
palate which is the
proper sound to
urge a horse on gently.

STEVEN
WRIGHT
My theory of
evolution is that
Darwin was
adopted .

•

Avant-Garde Page Design. 1900-1950 by
Jaroslav Andel. Delano Green idge Ed itions 2002,
New York. 388 pp. Clothbound , $60 .00. ISBN 0929445 -09-0. Reviewed by Roy R. Behrens.

SINCE FIRST seeing this large format, 400-page
"museum (of graph ic design] without walls," I have
persuaded several friends to buy copies for the ir
own libraries. It was hardly a challenge to do so,
since even the briefest exposure to this ri ch and
wide-ranging selection of more than 460 historic
layouts makes it an irresistible find . According to
the dust jacket, its Czech-born author (an art historian and museum curator) spent more than 20 years
collecting the material for it, a cla im that's entirely
cred ible when one considers how infrequently (if
ever) we witness detailed images of such memorable
page layouts as the first edition f Laurence Sterne's
The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman (1759-1767); Stephane Mallarme's "A Throw
of Dice Will Never Abolish Chance " (Cosmopolis,
1897); Pierre Bonnard's rendition of Alfred Jarry's
Almanac of Pere Ubu ( 1901 ); any and all of the
interesting work of Josef Vachal ; and Bruno Munari's interpretation of The Lyrical Watermelon by Tullio
d'Albisola {1943). These few are of course in addi tion to a feast of more familiar delights by Oskar
Kokoschka, Kurt Schwitters, Piet Zwart, Alexander
Rodchenko, and others. The book's trilingual written
text (with si de -by-side translations in English ,
French, and German) is no less interesting. I learned,
for example, that El Lissitzky "compared inventions
in the field of information traffic to that of vehicular
traffic, drawing an analogy between speech and the
upright walk, between the letter and the wheel , and
between Guttenberg's movable type and the wagon
pulled by animal force." In addition, I loved the discussion of the eccentric inventions of American poet
Robert Carlton Brown (called Bob Brown). who in
1929 concocted a curious "read ing machine," by
which he proposed to rennovat~ the activity of readin.9: Jusl as cinema ~ad progressed to the "talkies,"
said Brown , it was high time for reading and writing
to embrace technology, and to enter the age of the
·"readies." The volume's text and plates are grouped
in twelve chapter-like partitions, with the contents
or~anized by style, intent, and method. The result is
a vivid rem inder of the progression of Modernist art
and des ign in relation to concurrent social events
such as printing technology (The Photomechanical
Page), motion pictures (The Cinematic Page), psychoanalysis (The Aesthetic of the Uncons 10us), and
the inevitable horrors of war (Dada : Strategies of
Subvers i on) . Although at least two years have
passed since this book was published , there is an
eerie appropriateness in the quote with which it
opens. It credits the Hungarian Bauhaus des igner
Laszlo Moholy-Nagy wi th having once said that
"One man invents print i ng with movable type,
another ph otography, a third screenprinting and
stereotype, the next electrotype, phototype, the cel luloid plate hardened by light." Despite such phenomenal progress, Moholy concludes, "Men still kill
one another, they have not yet understood how they
live .. ." >.-
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JEAN ANOUILH
God is on everyone's side ...And, in the

'

final analysis, he is on the side of those
who have plenty of money and large
armies.

,

•

Picasso: Style and Mean ing by Elizabeth Cowl ing. Pha idon Press, New
York, NY, U.S.A., and London, England, U.K., 2004 . 704 pp., 507 color and 119
b&w illus. Paper. ISBN: 0-7148-4293 . Reviewed by Roy R. Behrens.

SPANISH ARTIST Pablo Picasso (1881-1973) has been dead for more than thirty
years, but his fame and influence continue. Most recently, one of his early paintings, titled A Boy with Pipe (1905), was sold at auction for a record sum of 104
million dollars. At the same time, there is no decrease in the number and variety
of publ ications about his life and art, including (in recent years) scholarly books
and articles on his fascination with photography, his indebtedness to African art,
and his vexatious relations with women. This massive new study, which is the
paperbound edition of a title that premiered initially i,-2 002, deals largely with
the issue of the inconstancy of style in Picasso's development, or, as critic John
Berger once described it, the apparent failure of his work (after 1914) to
progress in •a steady ascending curve.' The author of this book is a Picasso
scholar who teaches art history at the University of Edinburgh, and was recently
one of the curators for the international Matisse Picasso exhibition . Because
there are so many events and publications that relate to the life of Picasso, and
because so much of it is redundant and / or second-rate, there is always the risk
of ignoring a fresh, well -written study of the less familiar aspects of his long, productive life. Among the virtues of this book is the author's consistently interesting use of Picasso's work p'6lced side by side with surprisingly similar images that
very likely played some role in his thought process. For example, Picasso's
famous portrait of Gertrude Stein (1906) is shown next to J.A.D. Ingres's portrait
of Louis-Francois Bertin (1832); while his Cubist sheet metal sculpture of a guitar ( 1912) is juxtaposed with a page of guitar parts from an article on guitarmaking in Diderot's Encyclopedia (1767). The other great5trength of this volume
is the extraordinary clarity of its narrative, in acknowledgement of which it
received the 2003 British Academy Book Prize for scholarly books for non-scholars.

DAVE ALLEN
The foreman says, "We must give you an
intelligence test. " The Irishman says, "All
right." So the foreman says, " What is the difference between a joist and a girder?" And
the Irishman says, "Joyce wrote
Goethe wrote

Faust."

Ulysses

and

.
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EMO
PHILIPS
My girlfriend told
· me she was
seeing another
man. I told her to
rub her eyes.
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WE ARE shut up in schools and college recitation rooms for ten or fifteen years, and come out
at last with a bellyful of words and do not know
a thing. We cannot use our hands, or our legs, or
our eye , or our arms. We do not know an edible
root in the woods. We cannot tell our course by
the stars, nor the hour of the day by the sun. It is
well if we can swim and skate. We are afraid of a
horse, of a cow, of a dog, of a cat, or a spider.
Far better was the Roman rule to teach a boy
nothing that he could not learn standing.
RA L P H WA L D O E M E R S O N in E.A. Emerson and W.E. Forbes, eds., Journal of Ralph Waldo
Emerson. (Boston MA: Houghton Mifflin, 1909-14).

•

Marguerite: A Reflection of Herself A film by by Dominique Auvray,
2002. VHS video,_61 minutes. Color and black and white. Available from First
Run / Icarus Films, 32 Court Street, 21st floor, Brooklyn NY 11201. Website:
http:/ / www.frif.com . Reviewed by Aaris Sherin.

"

BORN IN 1914 in Indochina (now Vietnam), the celebrated French novelist Marguerite Duras wrote more than 70 literary works (novels, plays and screenplays)
and directed 19 films during a career that concluded just short of the end of the
century. She was the screenwriter for Alain Resnais' New Wave classic Hiroshima
Mon Amour (1960), but the single work that made her famous was The Lover
( 1984; English translation, 1985), an autobiographical novel that sold three million copies, has been translated into 40 languages, and won the Prix Goncourt,
the prestigious French honor for, fiction. In this engaging video portrait, filmmaker Dominique Auvray (a longtime friend of Duras, who also edited three of her
films in the 1970s) juxtaposes snapshot photographs, home movie footage, television interviews, and brief extracts from Duras' films to arrive at a candid, inspir• ing view of her complex, productive life. The montage-like composite is especially
fitting for Duras, because she almost always wrote as if she were of two minds (a
participant and an observer), with the result that nearly all her work is personal
and (at some level) autobiographical. As Duras' friend and co-creator, Auvray is
well prepared to mix film clips and interview excerpts with extracts from her writings to arrive at a vivid portrayal of a dimensional Marguerite Duras: writer,
woman , mother, social activist, journalist, friend and filmmaker. Among the film 's
highlights are savory moments from interviews with an aging Duras, in which she
is still vibrant and animated as she reflects on politics, past lovers, the art of
writing, and her exotic childhood in Southeast Asia . It is evident that she is, and
always has been, a woman who was indelibly changed by her daily experiences. •
Even in her seventies, her childhood and (much later in the 1950s) her affiliation
at the Sorbonne With the famous Rue Saint-Benout group are still so vivid in her
mind that even the thought of them moves her. One of the virtues of this film is
a gracefulness and subtlety that is too often lacking in documentary profiles.
Marguerite Duras is a particularly fascinating subject, and Dominique Auvray is
a very capable filmmaker. As an exemplar of its genre (it won three major film
awards in 2003), this film should be of value in ~ wide range of areas, including
film criticism, women 's studies, and modern literature. ~
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JEAN -M ICHEL
CHAPEREAU
We were taken to a fast food cafe where our
order was l ed into a computer. Our hamburgers, made from the flesh of chemically
impregnated cattle, had been broiled over
counterfeit charcoal, placed between slices of
. artificially flavored cardboard and served to
us by recycled juvenile delinquents .
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Paul Rand: Modernist Design by Franc Nunoo-Q arcoo. Distributed Art
Publ ishers (DAP), 2003 , New York. 200 pp. Paper, $45.00. ISBN 1-B907 -6103 -6.

Reviewed by Roy R. Behrens.

,.

DAVID GARRICK the Restoration-era British actor, once jokingly said of his colleague Oliver Goldsmith (the I ·sh-born playwright and poet whose nickname
was Noll) that he "wrote like ~n angel , and talk'd like poor Poll." In our own
time, it was sometimes said of Paul Rand, the American graph ic designer, that he •
"wrote like a poet and talked like a plumber.' Rand 's writings included important
books on his work process and philosophy of design, beginn ing as earl)l.as 1946
with Thoughts on Design. Enormously influential, that book was a hard act to
follow, and almost forty years elapsed before he came out with three equally
interesting sequels: A Designer's Art (1985), Design, Form and Chaos (1993),
and (in the year that he died of cancer) From Lascaux to Brooklyn (1996) . In part
because Rand truly was a resourceful designer, but also because he was equally
skilled at self-advertising , he was all but worshipped as "the greatest living
graphic designer." As a creator of corporate logos since mid-century, he made a
fruitful living by shaping the public identities of powerful corporations (IBM,
ABC, Westinghouse, UPS- and Enron), and he was no less in command of his
own public identity, beginning with his change of name (at age 21) from Peretz
Rosenbaum (his Orthodox Jewish birth name) to the nebulous, well -designed
Paul Rand , a "brand " that he invented. Since Rand 's death, numerous articles
have appeared, and at least two books have been publishel.Steven Heller's Paul
Rand (1998) and Jessica Helfand's Paul Rand: American Modernist (1998).
When I received this anthology nearly eight years after Rand's demise, I was initially doubtful of what it could offer that has not already been published , repeatedly, in the designer's own books and in works about him. To be critical, one
answer might be that it offers a plentiful share of minor mistakes. For example,
in an otherwise wonderful timeline of Rand 's life in an historical context, we are
told that Josef Albers was the head of the Bauhaus (not true); that, at the time
of its closing , the Bauhaus was in Dessau (not true) ; and that Frank Lloyd
Wright's design for the Kaufmann Bear Run residence was Falling Water. There
are other problems with the book's colophon , so many and of sufficient gravity
that they were recently discussed in Print, the New York-based graphic des ign
magazine. On a more positive note, both the text and the illustrations in th is'
book do provide a substantial amount of unfamiliar material. In particular, there
are brief and unusually cand id accounts by Rand 's adm iring former students and
others, which offer (perhaps inadvertently) a glimpse of his darker, more odious
side (for example, his apparent chauvin ism toward femin ine and / or effem inate
styles, which he denounced as "ra ised pinky" design). In addition , in no other
source that I know of is there such a revealing collection of views of the int_
erior
of the Rand House in Weston, Connecticut, the Constructivi st-influenced residence that Rand and his first wife, Ann , designed in 1951-52. On pages 354355, for example, there is a two-page full -color photograph of his design studio
that is of su ch detail that, in and of itself, it is nearly as informative about his
work habits as would be a full -length essay. ~
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Against Fashion: Cloth ing as Art, 18501930, by Radu, Stern . Cambridge MA: MIT Press,
2004 . 205 pp., 130 illus. Hardbound, $42.95. ISBN
0-262-19493 -7. Reviewed by Roy R. Behrens.

P. G.
WODEHOUSE
The Right Hon was a
tubby little chap
who looked as if he
had been poured
into his clothes and
had forgotten to say
"When! "
SAMUEL
WESLEY
Style is the dress of
thought.

ROBERT
HERRICK
A sweet disorder in
the dress
Kindles in clothes
a wantonness:
A lawn about the
shoulders thrown
Into a fine distraction
An erring lace, which
here and there
Enthrals the crimson
stomacherA cuff neglectful,
and thereby
Ribbands to flow
confusedlyA winning wave,
deserving note,
In the tempestuous
petticoatApreless shoe-string,
in whose tie
I see a wild civilityDo more bewitch me
than when art
Is too precise in every
part.

JAMES A . M .
WHISTLER
... as music is the
poetry of sound, so
is painting the
poetry of sight...

NEAR THE close of the 19th century, the French
artist Henri de Toulouse -Lautrec exhibited his
stained -glass window designs (produced by Tiffany
and Company) in Paris at the famous L'Art Nouveau
gallery, the interior of which had been designed by
Belgian architect and designer Henry van de Velde.
At some point, Toulouse-Lautrec was invited to visi t
Bloemenwerf (near Brussels), the home that van de
Velde designed in l B95, both inside and out. However, when the diminutive but proper French artist
arrived, he was apparently greatly offended 'because
Mrs . van de Velde greeted him dressed in what
appeared to be her house coat (or dressing gown), a
sign, he thought, of disrespect. As it turns out, she
was wearing not a house coat, but a simple, loosefitting garment designed by her husband , who
insisted that his wife (while at home) should dress
in a way that reflected the building' s architectural
style, a belief that was widely referred to in Europe
and the U.S. as Gesamtkunstwerk (or total work of
art) . As this book reminds us, the person who
launched this link between clothing and architecture was probably William Morris, founder of the
Arts and Crafts Movement, as he was most likely the
one who designed the loose-fitting corsetless gowns
that were worn by his own wife, Jane Morris (consistent with the spirit of Red House, their innovative
home) . Following that example,
n de Velde
designed outfits for the wife of one of his patrons;
Frank Lloyd Wright created dresses for his own wife,
and the wives of two architectural clients; Wassily
Kandinsky made outfits for a woman companion ;
Josef Hoffmann and Koloman Moser designed cloth ing ensembles; and of course there's the well -known
example of Gustav Klimt, who designed one of a
kind "art dresses" (called Kunsterkleid) in collabora tion with his companion, Viennese clothing designer
' Emilie Floge. By the turn of the century, a German
essayist could claim that the time was fast
approaching when "shows of women's clothing will
take their place among art exhibitions ,' with the
result that it may be exhibited ' next to paintings
and sculptures.' Illustrated by more than l 00 photographs and drawings (many in full -color), this is"
an interesting history of the development of an atti tude that flourished during the eight decades
between 1850 and 1930. The first third is devoted
to an essay on clothing as "a nti -fashion," detailing
contributions by the Wiener Werkstatte, Futurism,
Russian Constructivism, the Omega Workshops, and
others . The remaining portion is an insightful
anthology of thirty historical writings about clothing
and art by Oscar Wilde, Hoffmann, van de Velde,
Giacomo Balla, Varvara Stepanova, Sonia Delaunay,
and various others . Of particular interest is a pioneering essay (dated 1868) by British architect E.W.
Godwin on the importance of clothing design and
its alliance with architecture and archaeology. ' As
Architecture is the art and science of bu il di ng ,'
wrote Godwin (a friend of Wilde and James A.M.
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scriptions} must be mailed to the following
address:
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Attn : Second Fiddle
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Dysart, Iowa 52224 -9767
Ballast is publ ished in a limited edition and
back issues are not generally available. Howev•
er, any issue may be xeroxed to provide copies
to others, but the copies must never be altered
or sold . Rarely do we use unsolicited submis•
sions, but readers are always encouraged to
send offbeat material, verbal or visual, of the
sort that the journal might publish . Original
material must be explicitly labeled as such.
Material that is not original must clearly make
note of its author and source. All submissions
are unpaid, and unsolicited material will not be
returned unless accompanied by a stamped
self-addressed envelope.
Ballast does not have a budget as such. For
almost 19 years, it has operated at a loss. Such
losses are currently offset by contributions from
enlightened subscribers and generous deductions from the paycheck of the Second Fiddle.
If anyone is foolishly philanthropic ( foolish
because such gifts are surely not tax
deductible}, we will sometimes accept a check.
Ballast has a collaborative affiliation with
Leanardo:Journal of the International Society
of Arts, Sciences, and Technology(MIT Press}.
As a result, some of the book reviews in Ballast
are reprinted either on the Leonardo reviews
web siteat<http://mitpress2.m it.edu / e-journals/ Leonardo/ ldr.html> or in the printed
magazine.

COUSIN SALLY wanted an air conditioner, so
she went into Metter to buy one, and they said,
"Miss Sally, what size you want?"
She said, "I don't know."
They said, "Well how many BTUs do you
want?"
She said, "I don't know a thing in the world
about BTUs. All I know is I want an air conditioner with BTUs to cool a b·u·t·t as big as a
t·u·b." She was really large.

Credits
With the exceptio n of
the drawing by LES
COLEMAN on
page 13, the artworks
in this issue (including
the cover detail) are by
ROY R. BEHREN S
(2004). These are
greatly reduced
grayscale printouts of
full -color book-l ike
collages, made entirely
by computer. These and
others from the same
series will appear as
"visual poems" for
Gertrude Stein in a
forthcom in g book titled
Cook Book: William
Cook, Gertrude Stein,
and Le Corbusier
(Dysart IA: Bobolink
Books).

JOHN
DOS PASSOS
When I was a boy
once I saw it rain on
one side of the
street an' a house
was struck by light·
nin' an' on our side
not a drop fell.

JOHN
QUINTAN
Politicians are
people who, when
they see a light at
the end of a tunnel,
they order more
tunnel.

BUCK JOH NS ON in Remarr Sutton and Mary
Abbott Waite, eds, The Common Ground Book
(Latham NY: British American Publish ing, 1992).

FATS DOMINO
A lot of fellows nowadays have a
B·A. M-D or Ph·D. Unfortunately, they don't have a J-0 -B.
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